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must not forget that we ate the heirs of that freedom
which Lessing and men like him won for as. And the
manner of Lessing's fighting must always awaken our
admiration for him. He went into battle as a St.
George of undaunted courage to fight the dragon, to
free the languishing human spirit; and more often
than not he fought a lone hand against obscurantism,
unclearness, insincerity and hypocrisy. Like most brave
fighters, however, he came to love the joy of battle
for its own sake; to him, too, might be applied the
words he quotes about Aristotle: " Solet quaerere
pugnam in suis libris ". He was not always fair to
his adversaries; once his holy wrath was kindled, he
was relentless—relentless to his first master Gottsched,
relentless to his great exemplar Voltaire, and relentless,
albeit with greater justice, to Kioto and Goeze. And
he was not always fair to his friends. In his onslaught
on the baroque pseudo-classicism, he sometimes
forgot that all literature is necessarily built upon
conventions that are not, and never can be life, and
that of no poet may it be demanded that he should
repudiate the particular convention of the age into
which he is born; a great art is always possible even
within the most artificial of conventions. Lessing
was unjust to the great poets of France because he
attacked the convention they had perforce to obey,
instead of endeavouring to appreciate the art and skill
with which they achieved what their age demanded
of them and thereby fulfilled their poetic mission.
But again, we must measure these things by their
ultimate results, and not allow ourselves to be blinded
by temporary injustices. Had Lessing been fairer
to his enemies, more appreciative of the good side
of the doctrines he impugned, he would assuredly
not have achieved his great work for the advancement
and freedom of the human spirit. That Is what
matters in the end.
On this, the two hundredth anniversary of his birth,
we can still speak of Lessing as a man to whom out

